ENVELOPE Postmark dated JAN 23 1986 (T-31) 


TO: DAVE KACZYNSKI 
TERLINGUA ROUTE, BOX 220 
ALPINE, TEXAS 79830 


FROM: T. KACZYNSKI 
STEMPLE PASS RD. 
LINCOLN, MONTANA 59639 


Dear brother: 
Once I saw a very pretty young Hutterite I suppose she was 16 


or 17 years old, but...the enchantment of her face! The perfection 


of her figure! But I forced myself very strongly so as not to stare 
at her with my lusty look. "Being Hutterite - I thought - she must 
be very religious; undoubtedly she is very timid and prudish; very 


dedicated and innocent. Perhaps she would faint if it would occur 


to her that a man could have sexual thoughts about her. I don't 
want to embarrass her. 
Well, if I happen to again encounter a similar beautiful 


Hutterite, I will not hesitate focusing my stare at her crotch. 


just finished reading a small book, about the Hutterites, that 


I found in the library in Lincoln; Beneath the Mask, by June Leiby. 


The author, when she wrote the book, had spent two years teaching 


children in a Hutterite school, and she appears to have a fondness 


for them. Judging from her writing the author appears to be well 


read; some of her sentences appear to have passed through a mixmaster 


before it got to the page. That is why, for the moment, we don't 


care. The author corroborates that Hutterites are religious, that 
among them adultery is very rare, and therefore, so is premarital 


pregnancy. But the author says: 


"(School age Hutterite children] would usually burst out in 


anger at the slightest provocation. Four letter words in German 
and English would burst out very rapidly to embarrass... 


(Bottom of page appears to have missing linel[s].) 


„that speak of the children and their anatomy; not because 
they interest them, but to embarrass if they can solicit from someone 
a shocking reaction." (Page 51) 

The innocent, timid, prudish Hutterite...Bah! Better to call 


her a whore. 


Additionally, the author says that Hutterites are habitual 


thieves. ln one Hutterite settlement, nothing is secure unless it 


is put away under lock and key...And many Hutterites do not hesitate 


to steal from "outsiders," that is, those who are not Hutterites. 


It is not surprising that many hate Hutterites. 


By the way, the author says that Hutterites have great 


difficulties with inbreeding, therefore, the birth of deformed babies 


is very common among them. 
And now that it appears that they are less puritan than one 


might think...well, do you remember that legend about the Hutterites 


that would bring outsiders to their settlements so that they would 


impregnate their women. I ask myself if there might be a shred of 


truth in this. 


I found quite interesting some of the stories in that book by 


G. Garcia Marquez that you sent me, especially the one about a blind 


grandmother and a girl whose lover has left her, anda (tome) somewhat 


incomprehensible story which nevertheless centers around a very 


interesting portrait of the psychology of a partly senile 94-year-old 


priest. 


- Ted 


Dear Dave: 


Explanations: I wanted to get that last letter off promptly, 


so didn't have time for explanations. By the way, I'd like you to 


keep this private; would prefer not to have you telling your friends 


about it, OK? Well, I think my heart is going bad. Question of 


mental stress. Used to be that I suffered from hardly any tension 


at all around here. But the area is so fucked up now that my old 


way of life is all shot to hell. 1 used to have bad dreams of 3 


types. In one type of dream, loggers or earthmoving machinery or 


things of that kind would move in here and cut down all the trees 
and tear up the ground all around the cabin. In another type of 
dream, my cabin would be all surrounded and closed in by summer 

cottages or cabins that people had built. Ina 3rd type of dream, 


things would get so built up around here that I would find my cabin 


and myself isolated in the middle of a huge shopping center. Ugh. 


Well this 3rd type of dream hasn't come true - yet - but the 2nd 


type of dream has almost come true since so may people have now moved 


in around here, and it looks as if the 1st type of dream will soon 


come true, since those Gehring jerks are planning to log off the 


woods all around my cabin here.* 


*In fairness I should mention that they aren't going to clear-cut 


it - they'll just take out the big trees; but you can be sure it 


will mess things up pretty thoroughly. 


So, you'll understand that with the way things are around here 
now I often suffer from tension, anger, frustration, etc., and at 


the same time am deprived of most of the consolation of woodland 


life. Well, for over ten years, during those periods when I was 


subject to stress, as when living in a city, I'v xperienced an 


occasional irregularity of heartbeat. According to what I've read, 
this isn't considered serious if it doesn't happen too often. But 


in the last few years, it's gotten a lot worse. Exercise, unless 


somewhat excessive, doesn't bother it, but under the influence of 
any sort of worry, anger, frustration, etc., sometimes my heart really 
goes wild. So I wouldn't be surprised if I just drop dead one of 
these days. 


Actually I'm not really all that concerned about it. We all 


gotta go some time anyway, so what the hell. On the other hand, 


I'm not anxious to die any sooner than I have to. My heart was acting 


funny, and I was looking forward with increasing reluctance to all 


the headaches associated with making a trip down there - getting 
my stuff together, hiding my valuables, going to Lincoln to make 
a long-distance phone call to find out about bus schedules, and then 


a godawful 2-day trip on a probably crowded bus with little sleep. 


Just the kind of anxieties to make my heart act funny. So I thought 


I'd better call it off and just spend what I hoped would be a nice 
peaceful winter here. 

Later however, I began to have second thoughts about this; for 
more than one reason, but the main reason is that I've now learned 


that they are going to log off the woods here this winter. So there 


goes my nice peaceful winter. I've known for some time that they 


would eventually log these woods, but I didn't know when, until just 


recently. I suppose I ought to stay around here to see to it that 
they don't violate my property boundaries, but it would be unbearable, 


with all the noise and so forth. So I decided I might as well make 


the trip after all. 


- Ted 


P.S. I forgot to mention - I was touched by your extremely generous 
offer of money. But even if it would have done any good, I wouldn't 
take it, not from you. When I took to the woods, I made a decision 


to forgo financial security, being fully aware of the consequences 


to be expected with the onset of old age and illness. It would 


obviously be unfair for me now to accept money from you, who have 


paid the price of earning financial security. It would be different 


if I leeched off the welfare dept., since the society that provides 


welfare is the same one that has fucked up my way of life in the 


woods - so why not screw them? Though as you know I would for other 


reasons have a strong aversion to taking welfare. Also it would 
be different if I took money from our parents. As you know, I hate 
them, so why not screw them? But from you I wouldn't take any money. 


Bear in mind that as one gets older one is likely to get sick more 


and more frequently, perhaps with expensive chronic ailments. If 


I started taking money from you for medical expenses I could easily 


keep you penniless for the rest of your life. I don't think it would 
be polite for you to describe my restraint in this respect as "cutting 
off my nose to spite my face." 

- Ted 


In case you get this letter same time as the other, please read 


other letter first, since prompt reply to it is desirable. 


